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Coptain Green's laf C _ nce with cu. 
Madder, Cc. 1 


— — 7 7 "3 | 
Capt. Gr. Hei — —— 


Capt. Mad. Aude aliquid brevibus gyaris & cee dignam, 
Si vis eſſe ne _ 


Gr. Ts this the vaſt Advantage we propos d ? 
Is this the Event of the Trade we choos'd ? 
Was t for a luſty Rope we laid at Stake 
The honeſt Gain twas in our Power to make? 
Ah me! my tortur'd Breaſt begins to ſwell, 
Rack d with the Pains of an unbounded Hell, 

| To think Ive done ſo bad; and might, done well: 
| Curſeonhis empty Head and wicked Brain, 
| Coantriv'd our Ruin, which he call'd our Gain. 52 
| , what I have done; a} 


— p 


5 4 - 


Ma. ] Damme. if I — 
| England, by what J looſe, has vaſtly won: | "3" 
And now, methinks, 2 appear — % 
| Splendid and Great in th Engliſh Calender, 1 
| Written in ſhining Golden Letters there. " if Þþ 
WMWWe ve ruin'd Scotland, and it juſtly may 


Take (as we've ta*em its Trade) our. Lives wy: : 

| And as we ſometime ſhed the Scorriſþ Blood; 

| So now we ſhed our on for Eagland's Good : 

| We're Martyrs for our Country- — 

| Gr. J — Never faßt! 

Scotland's your Country, and you ve it betray'd. | 
Ma. ] Malicious Pow'rs ! Wrerch d Fate l that needs would give 

Life to me, where I hate as Hell to live 

Scotland, my 58 — I Far nar hear! 

Zut if it is, my Coun — hit: 

* 5 A 2 Scotſ- 


- » aw 
Scotſmenare brave indeed, and ſo am j; 
Witneſs how bravely I reſolve to die. 
+ Gr. What an unchriſtian Braveneſs do you ſhew ! 
Scotſmen are brave, but they are Chriſtians too. 
.. J Yes; and in that we differ; for you ſee 
honeft, what I never yet could be. 
Lord! What a, mighty Work they made to try 
If we were Pirats, and deſerv'd to dye! 
How oft muſt we at their curſt Bar appear, 


And, ſpight of Hell, with Manly Patiencehear | 


Our own baſe Slaves detect our Villainie, 
While their hoarſe Damſter formally would cry, 
They're 77 guilty, and deſerve to die. 
Yet {till they fear d, and ſtood in awe to do't; 
England or Heaven might avenge our Blood, 

So we muſt back to Prifon, there remain, 


Till they were ꝓleas d we ſhould appear again. 
. r 


Would rather choſen at the firſt to die, 


A poor precarious Life that will away? 
Had I them but aboard, and in my Pow'r, 
I could have cut their Throats in half an hour: 
Nor would I ever vex my ſelf to kriow 
It Tin doing t, were a Knave or no. 
Gr. ] It by the Event does too plain appea 


Scotland did Heaven more than Exgland tear. 


Are you yet fond of Life? Afraid to die! 
Whats Life! an empty Trifflle; what is Death? 
The outmoſt Bound of Life, a Puſt of Breath : 
To live, is to prolong our Miſery, * 
Which ends, and we re at Reſt fo ſoon s we die. 


Gr.] Life!” Death! Hell! Furies: All's a Jeſt tothee, 


Who liv d a Villain, and as ſuch would die. 


9 


Than have them _ — from day today 


Ma. ] But why that Sigh? Wheaceall this Piet? 


Ma.] 


But like a Chriſtian Man, and not 


Ma. Good Maſter o are you then at Hell? 
By Jove I'll leave you there, and ſo Farewell. 
And yet I muſt not leave you in this fort, 


If once you're Pious, then adieu to all 

That we cau Gallant or Heroick call ; . 
The Prieſt and Conicience then with you'll do more 
Than Racks and Tortures e're could do before 
You'll humbly then confeſs the Ill you've done, We 
At whoſe Advice the Miſchief was begun, 9 
And by whoſe Influence twas carry d on; | 
Big Villainies diſcover ; bring to light 
What ſhould be hid in everlaſting Night. 
 O! dic a Mano 


like you. Sh 
MM.] Unmanly thing! bring you that poor pretence 
Of Chriſtianity for your Defence ? 8 oath * 
A Villains Courſe you hitherto have run, 
Sin d deep, till you have you and yours undone, 
Tread the ſtraight way to Hell, and yet pretend, 
That you'll find Heaven at your Journey s end: 
Or think you, that you can by ſinning more, 
Gain Pardon for the Ills you've done before ? 
O] No! Nor have you yet fo hugely finn'd 
As to betray your Patron and your Friend; 
Keep free of that one Sin; I ask no more; 
Gr.] Your wicked Counſel Madder, I abhor. 
Ma. Alas! you're Pious! yes, I ſee it's true? 
You're Pious, ſpight of all that I can do:  _. 
But O! reflect, and think you ve lid a Mann 
Then ſigh and die a Chriſtian if you can. 
Gr. ] Ithink! Alas I think! By that alone, 
My Breaſt is tortur-d, I my ſelf undone: 


i 


Thus you'll be Egland's Scourge, and Scorlend's Sport. . 5 £44 


I ever think I ſee before mine Eyes, 1 
Poor Drammond dying, hear his diſmal Cryes : 
I ſee his mangled Members, ript 3 Breaſt, 
His Eye- balls poſting to eternal Reſt; 

His ſwelling Heart juſt burſting, while his eyes 
Hes fies and faint, and ſhew the Caitiff dies: 
H 


is Head now from his Body ſeparate, 
Looks grim, and tells me of a future State, 
Breaths out Revenge, and tells me plainly I, 
As I deſerve, ſhall unregarded die : 5 
His reeking Blood all ſcatter d ev ry where, 
Yet hot puts up a dire, but fervent Pray r; 


Diſtracts my Soul, and robbs my Thoughts of reſt ! 
Such gloomie Thoughts poſſeſs me all the day ; 


Yet worſe torment me when ſweet Light's away . 5 
ight 


My denk Thoughts rove when depriv'd of 
Through all the Mazes of eternal Night. 
Death ever ſtands before me, and diſplays 
A thouſand Racks, and Pains a thouland ways : 
Hell's ſulphrous Jaws are ready to receive 
E and fnatch my Body from the Grave: 
t if my wakeful Eyes to reſt incline, 
Ol! then my Pain's extreme! no Rack's like mine! 
Dire Phantoms haunt me ! and ſtern 8 
Monſters of horrid Form, and frightful Shape ; 
Huge Demons all, both terrible and great, 
Black as my Crimes, and cruel as my Fate; 
Lightning and Tempeſts from their eyes do flie, 
Each Looks a pointed Thunderbolt at me; 
How terribly their fiery Eye-balls roll, 
Diſtract my Breaſt, and tear my very Soul; 
How wickedly = ga 7 and rages whule I, 
Loſt in Deſpair, and wild deſtractions ly : 


* 


Cryes Vegeance ! Blood and Murder rends my Breaſt, 


gape, ; 


(7) 
At laſt they vaniſh from before mine Eyes, 
And going, rend the Heavens with their cries; © 
Thunder and Storms diſturb the — A 
When eber the horrid Monſters diſapp er. 
And now they re gone! but only went awxỹ gg 
| . To ſend Ten Thouſand Devils worſe than the. 
| The Scene now ſhifts,-and preſently appear +. 
| Lies e vi, £77 Dl © RT 
| Swelling with Rage ury, they begin CALI 
j\ Top © me with a Tale ofallimy flat 1 RF 21 
Huge Files of Fireat my Face they throw,::: 
Hot as that Hell the Damned undergo. of £83114 WET 145-1 
' Then through wild Regions wretched: Tam toſ © 
Where *** found but Ice and ſtormy Froſt, 
Till I am chill d to death; when that is 8 
Impriſon d in the Bodꝝ of the unn 
Where Iam kept and ſcorcht to that degree 5 IE 
| That even the Damn d themſeldes muſt pity me. 
Next through far diſtant Regions 


1 
0 — 


By wild malicious Demons Lam hurt d;, | 12 
They drag me Limb from Limb, and ev ry Part, 5 


Feels, with too exquiſit a Seriſe the Smart, 
Each Particle's a ſcorch't and tortur'd Heart: 

Thoufandsof Imps, with red hot Pincers tear 

My fleſh, and toſs my Bones in open Air. 
Im ſtraight reſtor d entire; but all the Pain 
| That follows on my former Toils, remain. 

I! ben do they voley Curſes at my head, 

And roar and gaze as if they d look me dead: 
All Hell ſurrounds me, plagues me ſo, that I 
For Drummond s Death, a thouſand Deaths muſt die. 
My Devils more than Legion, and my breaſt 
| Tooſlender to contain the roaring Gueſt. 


| | . 4 =o [ Med. 


1 r 
M.] n eee N 
Gr. ow what ſhall I ſay; : 
Hell laugh himſelf to Death betore the day = 6 
Ii all — and a Dream h | | 
_ Me} __ RN 
Muſt vex your ſelf in Dream and Waking too. 
Ask the wiſe Prieſts, conſult you ev ry day, 
. If you ſhould waſte your precious Time away 
On Dreams and Fancies: I'd turn Pious too, 
It idle Dreams ſuch mighty Feats could do: 
But aftgr all my Dreams, I never can 
Turn 1 and renounce the Man: 
Bue why do you your Torments antidatee 
Run more than balf the Way to meet your Fate! — 
Gre. Heav'ns Vengeance! Scotland's juſt Reſentments drive 
Me to a thouſand Deaths, while yet alive. 
. ] Pain ever comes too ſoon, nor ſhall I ere 
' DiſtraQt my ſelf with Thoughts of wild Deſpair. 


—— 


Haſten your Pain ꝓou may, but I deſigngg 
That I with manly Patience wait on mine. 5 
| e 
5 72 ww 
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